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laziness while the stones were making my bones ache ; to shout in his face, ' Coward ! Coward ! ' And then ? Right is always on the side of the man who pays you. Saturday night came. I told the boss I intended to quit, and that he should pay me off. With ill-disguised rage he threw into my hands fifteen shillings, saying, ' Here's your wages and they are stolen/ I stood petrified with wrath. What should I have done to him ? Kill him ? What did I do to him ? Nothing ! Why ? Because I was hungry and had no shoes. I took the train for Lausanne."
He tramped around the city, hungry and ragged, staring at the well-dressed guests in the hotels, with burning hate in his heart. He slept under the arches of a bridge ; in the morning he begged a little money from an Italian compatriot of his and rushed to a baker's shop to buy some bread. He had not eaten for 26 hours.
And yet this early suffering and starving was like an alloy which strengthened his soul. He writes in his autobiography :
" These days of toil and pain hardened my spirit. They taught me how to live. For me